7 be tnojl lamentable Tragedies 

I will moft willingly attend your Ladyfhip. 

Marc. Lttcifts I will* 

Turn, How now Lauinia , Marcus whatmeanesthis? 

Some booke there is that The defires to feet 
Which is itgirle of thefe? open them boy. 

But thou art deeper read and better skild. 

Come and take choyfe of all my Library, 

And fo beguile thy forrow.till the heauens 1 
Reueale the dasnbd contriuer of this deede. 

Why lifts Ihc vp her armes in fequence thus ? 

Marc. I thinlce fhe tneanes that there was more then one 
Confederate in the fad, 1 more there was : 

Or elfe to heauen fheheaucs them for renenge. 

Titus. Lucius what booke is that fhe toffeth fo ? 

Vtter . Grandficr tis Ouids Metamorphofis, 

My mother gaueitme. 

eJMare. For loue of her that* gone, x 

Perhaps fheculd it from among the reft, 

Titus. Soft,fo bufily ft cturnestheleaues, 

Helpe her, what would The finde? Lauinia {hall Iread l 
T his is the tragicke tale of Philomel, 

And tr cates of Tereus treafon and his rape, 

And rape 1 fcare was reote of thine annoy. 

Marc. See brother fee note how fhe quotes the leauesl 
Titus. Lauinia, wert thou thusfurprizd fweetgirle, 
Rauifht and wrongd as Philomela was, 

Forcdin the ruthlefle, vaft,and gloomy woods ? 
See v fee } lfuch a place there is where wedid hunt, 

(O hadweneuer, neuer hunted there) 

Patterndby that the Poet heere deferibes, 

By nature made for murthers and for rapes. 

Marc. O why fhculd nature build fofoule 3 den, 

Vnlefl'e the Gods delight in tragedies 3 

Tit. Gius fignes fweet gulc for heere are nonebut 


ofTimAndronim] 

■what Romane Lord it was durft do the deede ? 

Or flonke not Saturnine, as T arquin erft, * 

Xbatleft the Campe to finne mLucrecebcA. 

Mare, Sit downe fweet Neece, brother fit dowHe by ms, 

Jppolle,PalLs, Due, at Mercury, 

jnfpire me that I may this treafon finde. 

My Lord looke heere, looke heere Lauinia. 

He writes his Tfame with his fiajfc, and guides it 
with feete and mouth. 

This fandie plot is plaine, guide i f thou canft 
This after me, 1 hanewntmy name, 

Without thehftpe ofany handacal!. 

Curft be that hart that forft vs to this fhift : 

Write thou good Ncece, and heere difplay at laft, 

What God will haue difeoucred for reuenge, 

Heauen guide thy pen Co print thy forrowes plaine. 

That we may know the traytors and the truth. 

She takesthefiajfe in her mouth, and guides it with her 
Jlumpes, and writes , 

Titus. Oh doe ye read my Lord what fhe hath writ, 
Stuprum, Chiron , Demetrius, 

Marc , What, what, the luftfull fbnnesof Tamora , 
Performers of this h.rinous bloody deedeS 
Titus. Maom Dommator poll, 

Tam lentils audit feeler a, tarn lent us Vtdes? 

Mara Oh calme thcegentle Lord, although I know 
There is enough written vpon this earth, 1 
Toftirreamuteme in the mildeft thoughts, v 
And arms the mindes of infants to exclaimes. 

My Lord knededowne vs uh me,- Lauinia kncele,. 

And 


